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going of a great many people. Franz Liszt was often
among them. Verdi still came, but only to talk
politics with my father.
Franz Liszt was a great friend of my mother, and
from him she learnt much. He thought very highly
of her musical talent and gave her valuable aid.
I still have in Rome some of my mother's piano
music by various composers, with Liszt's handwritten
notes in the margins.
He retained in age the dre'amy simplicity and
frank charm of his youth.
A boy of eight, he had attended a reception of an
Austrian archduchess. She was speaking to him,
when suddenly he said: " Look ! I can already
stretch an octave/' and struck his hand on the keys,
The notes rang through the crowded room* But with
time he had grown chary of playing music in drawing-
rooms. He would beg to be excused.
One evening he came to dinner with my parents,
having specially pleaded not to be asked to play*
Despite this, he was pestered after dinner with the
usual requests.
" Please," someone said.   " Just one note/1
" Very well/' he finally answered.   " One note/'
He then crossed to the piano, lifted his finger in
silence, dropped it to the centre of the keyboard,
".That is your note," he said, and closed the piano,
to the astonishment and consternation of the guests*
Sometimes I used to creep downstairs and hide,
under the piano.   There I crouched, breathless with:
excitement and delight, listening to my motheft
playing, and watching, fascinated, her dainty feet
on the pedals,   This always ended by my being
discovered and being carried back to my nursery.